suspicious. "I wish my boy would tell me what he does
with my money," a young woman who lives in Gros-
yeaaor Street complained to me* Her ponce is a
Frenchman who takes all her earnings, meets her
current expenses and pays the rent of her flat a
quarter in advance* <eHe's banked three thousand foi
me in two years," she said, "but he banks it in his own
name, and I get anxious sometimes. I suppose I
oughtn't to be," she reassured herself. "He's a nk&
boy, and he doesn't need to ponce at all. He's got lots
of businesses."
If the tension between the two becomes quite un-
bearable, the girl has always one resource. She can do
her ponce, denounce him to the police. More often the
"doing" is the work of another woman. A street-corner
quarrel will flare up into a fusillade of screaming
threats. "Ill shop your boy, see if I don't," you wiU
hear. *T11 see him inside." So she may, if she goes to
the station at once. If she postpones it, her rival is safe*
Tarts are too lethargic to remember a grudge.
Often enough the ponce, after a few months, goes
to bed with his woman no more. The pair settle dowis
into a humdrum relationship like that of a steady
married couple, or a toiling mother and her scapegrace
son. The ponce was very likely grateful at first foi
the money that dropped into "his lap. Now he taka
it for granted and expects it, and the prostiwte is in-
timidated by his expectation. She knows that only ar
increase in the allowance he spends in the diddle!
machines of the smoky Soho clubs can save him for ha
if another woman offers him more. Reproaches at tl&